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	1. Chapter 1

CH 1

Sir Glenall was traveling home with his household from their trip to Palanthas. His wife and three children rode on his carriage with him, their servants rode in the wagon behind them, a third wagon held all the baggage, the fourth carrying food and supplies for the horses. Six of his guards rode ahead and behind them.

Coming from the other direction on the road was another knight and his entourage very similar to his. Eight guards, a carriage and four wagons. Upon seeing the standards the lead guards carried, both groups stopped.

Sir Glendall frowned. In front of him was a black knight. In front of each group, the guards lined up across the road. Sir Glendall got out and walked to the front. He saw the other knight come out to stand before his guards.

"I will allow you to prepare," the other knight announced.

"And I you, Sir," Sir Glendall replied. He was a knight of Paladine, it was his duty to kill that black knight.

Sir Glendall's family was silent and bore looks of worry as he suited up to do battle.

"Come back," his wife said, her face etched with concern.

Suited up in armor shield and his sword, Sir Glendall marched out in front of his guard line and waited.

The other knight rode up to his line on his horse. Seeing Sir Glendall on foot, he handed his lance off to a squire and dismounted.

"You have no mount Sir?" The black knight asked.

"He was stricken lame, poor beast. As you know, an untrained horse is a liability," Sir Glendall replied.

"I do," the black knight agreed. He walked out to halfway between the two sets of guards. Sir Glendall strode out to face him.

They raised their swords in a Knights' salute to each other, then began swinging.

.

Eric drove his wagon from the point he had came back into the world of Krynn at, which was in a field. Coming upon the road, he head the ringing of steel. He was loaded for another trading run, 500 pounds of steel hidden under the floor behind the seat. On the seat beside him was the Succubus Tikeze. At the moment, she felt warm so she sat naked as they bounced along.

"Nice show," Eric said, glancing at her large, bouncing breasts. "We got people up ahead. Mind covering up a bit?"

Tikez let out a sigh and a colorful peasant blouse and skirt now wrapped her form. "Better?" she asked with a raised eyebrow.

"That's pretty, thank you," he replied.

Cresting the small rise, Eric now saw the road and the wagons and guards facing each other. In the space in between the two knights were fighting each other. They were also fighting right in his way. "Tikez, go down and get between them so I can get this wagon on the road," he told her.

"Yes, Master," Tikeze said with a grin.

Hopping off the wagon, she disappeared. On the road, the two combatants clashed again, locking swords as they tried to overpower each other. Suddenly, they both flew backwards as Tikeze appeared in between them, her arms out. The knights landed on their backs wearing shocked looks.

Tikez turned to Eric and called, "Come on down, they are out of our way."

"Thank you!" Eric called back. The pair of shocked Knights got up and stared at Tikez, then Eric driving his wagon up onto the road. Eric stopped upon gaining the road and stood up in the seat to offer Tikez a hand up.

"How DARE you sir!" the black Knight yelled. "You have interrupted our duel of honor!"

"Tough!" Tikeze shot back.

"You can kill each other after we leave," Eric assured him. He then noticed the men blocking the road. "Could you have your lackeys move so we can get by?"

Clenching his sword in his tight fist,the black Knight bellowed, "You shall not insult me again! I demand satisfaction!"

"Get yourself a pretty girl, that should do it. For now, get out of my way," Eric replied.

"I shall have your head! Come fight me or I will drag you off that wagon!" The black Knight bellowed.

"Aww, go ahead, this will be fun to watch," Tikez said, grinning at Eric.

"You're a sadist," Eric told her.

Tikez frowned and replied, "No, I like to be happy, and a good bloody fight always makes me happy."

"Hold the reins." Eric said with a grumble and got down. He walked clear of the wagon and eyed the black knight, saying, "Hey bud, last chance. Move aside and I won't have to take your knee out."

"Prepare to die!' The black Knight yelled, and strode forth raising his sword.

Eric drew his .50 cal pistol and shot, the knight in his right knee. The black knight fell screaming.

Walking back to the wagon, Eric note the other knight staring at him. "How about you? Got a problem with me?" Eric asked.

Stiffly, the knight said,"Sir, you did interrupt out duel."

"And probable saved both your lives and spared those kids watching you back there, from having to see their daddy get killed," Eric stated. "I'll never understand why you people think more of killing, than you do of taking care of your family."

Sir Glendall took his helmet off and yelled, "You have no honor! Healers, come!" He ran to the black knight and knelt down to stop his rolling around in pain. "All healers, I need assistance!" he bellowed.

Eric steered the wagon around them as a couple women came running out past the guards. The guards in front of Eric moved to let him go by. Eric noted the hateful faces of the knight's family glowering at him as he left.

"Soulless barbarian!" one woman screamed.

Yup, Eric thought, I'm just a soulless barbarian.

Tikeze giggled at the people's anger. "They don't seem to like you, Master," she sang.

Eric shrugged. For hating each other as badly as they did, Eric thought it was curious the one knight went to the aid of his enemy so quickly. He didn't know how yet, but perhaps he could use that.

.

Sir Glendall steadied the black knight and gave him a stick to bite down on as his and Sir Glendall's healers worked on his leg. With the guards' help, they got his legging off, showing whatever that

man had used, had punched holes completely through the armor and his leg. The bleeding was so bad, the healers had to bind just above his knee so tight it cut off the blood flow.

The black knight spit out the stick and asked in a pained gasp,"How bad?"

Sir Glendall shook his head. "I'm afraid you've lost your leg below the knee, Sir. Our healers have done their best."

"You could have finished me," the black knight told him.

Sir Glendall shrugged."You could have stayed on your horse and left me at a disadvantage. I was repaying honor with honor. There is no honor in fighting a badly wounded foe, and you did appear to

need help."

.

Eric wanted to make this trip fast. Instead of spending a month searching for possible new traders, he went to reliable sources. Well, inquired with reliable sources. Traveling to a small town near Sir

Ralstats' castle, he got a room, had Tikeze for a good romp, then sent her to see if Sir Ralstat would still trade with him.

Tikeze returned a few hours later with a scroll Sir Ralstat had given him. Eric read the scroll that in a very polite and apologetic manner, stated that the council of black Knights honored Eric's request to stay out of Gateway, but also ordered all their knights to no longer do business with him.

Reading the scroll, Eric let out a huff. "Well, there goes a good portion of my trade."

Tikeze who was stretched out on the bed naked, cast him a grin and said, "You know, if you charge me up again, I can go destroy his castle for you."

Eric shook his head. "Stay here, unless you want to come down and have dinner with me."

Tikez bounced up and quickly conjured up her peasant clothes."OK, it's boring here alone."

They went down to the common room. Eric ordered food and ale. Tikeze got an ale for herself. While she sat beside Eric, her eyes constantly searched the room.

"Looking for someone?" Eric asked.

"Some thing," Tikeze said with a mischievous grin.

Eric eyed her warily. "No hurting, robbing, or causing fights," he warned.

Tikez let out a huff and plopped her head on a hand. "You're no fun," she grumbled. She then saw a couple at a table, not looking happy with each other. She prodded the woman's mind. The woman's name was Cally, and she was upset because she knew her husband was cheating on her. The man was Henry, and he was irritated because Cally was giving him a hard time, and he had no clue why.

"Cally, will you at least look at me?" Henry pleaded.

Cally stayed quiet, resolved not to speak to her cheating, lying husband.

Henry went to speak again, and Tikeze took over his mouth. "Look Cally, the only reason I screw around is you're a terrible lay."

Right after the words left his mouth, Henry's face opened up in shock. Cally glared at him. The mug she held was quickly slammed into the side of his head.

Amid the shattered glass and ale flying, Henry fell off his chair. Cally got up and stormed away.

Tikeze dropped her head on the table, giggling helplessly.

Like everyone else in the room, Eric gaped at the scene. He looked beside him to see Tikeze had her head on the table buried in her arms. She was hitching in laughter that she was failing to hide.

Eric clapped a hand down on the base of her neck. Leaning over, he said in a low growl,"That was evil."

"Not my fault," Tikeze said in a giggle. "He only said what he was truly thinking."

Henry moaned on the floor. A kind soul helped him up and a bar maid put a rag to his bleeding head.

"Do you want to spend the rest of the night with your head in a bag, and your body in the wagon?" Eric asked in a growl.

"I'm ... sorry," Tikeze giggled. trying hard to stop her fit, she took a deep breath and said, "He was cheating on her, so maybe she has the right to know?"

"No more, or else," Eric intoned.

"Yes, Master," Tikeze said, then grumbled, "Killjoy."

Thankfully, the Succubus behaved herself as Eric had his meal. Not that she didn't wink at men who eyed her, or played at cuddling up to him, but she didn't instigate any more trouble.

Eric found the town's blacksmith. Talking to him a bit, the man was in need of some steel, and had the gold to pay for it. The thankful Blacksmith could only afford one bar even at the equal weight trade.

With that trade done, the blacksmith and Eric found the town constable. Dealing was done over ales, the constable bought two bars with town funds, and the blacksmith agreed to make some plate armor and and a couple swords.

It was only a total of three bars, a mere thirty pounds, but it was better than nothing. Eric left the next day with a little more gold, and a little less steel.

A day out of Solace and Eric passed a patrol of knights on the road. By the crests, they were Sir Mondar's knights. Eric was glad to see the roads were being patrolled now, and not just the woods. They came upon a stream crossing and Tikeze jerked on Eric's arm.

"Hey, master, why don't we stay here for the night? We can play in the water," she said with a sly grin.

"We still got a few hours of daylight to travel by," Eric said, frowning at her.

"So, we in a hurry?" she asked.

"Trading's not going well this year. I didn't want to dawdle in this land too long," he replied.

Tikeze looked at the sky as she dropped back against the seat. "Oh, come on!" she said with a groan. Turing her head to him, she said, "I know you like 'wet and wild', so why not? It's not like we're

in town where people will see. There's nobody out here!"

"Yeah, well, let's just say I want to get the trading done and get back home," Eric told her.

"Yay," Tikeze said flatly and rolled her eyes. "Back to the land of no magic and manual labor."

"It's not that bad," Eric countered.

"Says you!" she snapped. "Everything is harder there. I know you don't have magic, but I do, and I feel closed in. It's not easy for me, OK?"

Eric let out a huff. "You wanna do the trading?" he asked. Right after he asked that, he regretted it as he saw her eyes light up. Of course she'd like that. She could run deals her way, and it would be trade with me, or I'll burn your castle down.

"I can do that," Tikeze said happily. "I'll get you all kinds of gold."

"Forget I asked," he grumbled.

"Master! I can do it. I'm your servant right? So, let me serve!"

"You mean let you terrorize whoever you want."

Tikeze gave a half shrug and said, "I won't bother people that badly."

"You mean you won't kill them," Eric said dryly.

"Of course not. You've forbidden that, except for self defense," Tikeze stated.

Eric eyed her. It would be faster if she helped, but then again, he knew she could not help causing mischief. The twinkle in her eye was enough to tell him if he let her loose, someone was going to

suffer. "I think we just better stay together," he concluded aloud.

A new small town had sprung up. Eddie's junction was only a dozen houses, some fields, and an Inn for travelers. The town grew up at the crossroads where the road from Castle Mondar came in from the east, and another road came in from the west. He'd no more than gotten the wagon into the stable yard when Tikeze found someone to toy with.

The stable master was also the Inn owner. Eric made arrangements for the night and came out to find Tikeze sitting on the stable yard fence, casting her sweetest looks at a young man who gazed at her in lust.

"Yes, the blue rock at the bottom of Crystal lake is an important treasure!" Tikeze said, all smiles. "Whoever has it, has command of a whole harem of girls like me! You could have sooo much fun!" she said brightly.

"What's going on here?" Eric asked heavily.

The young man didn't even hear him, and Tikeze pretended not to. "So, all I have to do is find it?" he asked eagerly.

Tikeze nodded vigorously."You will free all of my sisters, and they will be oh, so grateful!"

Eric could see this young fool drowning himself looking for that stupid rock and Tikeze chuckling about it. He drew his sword, grabbed her by her hair and chopped her head off.

The young man cried in horror. Eric held her body up, put his sword away and threw her body over his shoulder, her head dangling by her hair in his fist.

"You!... Why did you do that!" Tikeze snapped.

To the stunned young man, Eric said, "Forget anything she told you. She's a demon. Whatever it is she was trying to get you to do, is a trick."

"It's no trick!" Tikeze's head stated.

Eric lifted her head to look at her, then to the man. "Are you going to believe a talking head?" he asked.

The young man stared at them a few breaths longer, then turned and ran away.

"Will you PLEASE put me back together?" Tikeze asked in a sweet/sarcastic tone.

Eric frowned in thought. "I'll think about it," he said.

Raising an eyebrow, Tikeze asked, "Or maybe you'd like to have my body like this? I'll stay limp and you can pretend I'm dead."

Eric eyed her. "I was thinking about folding your body up and stuffing it in a barrel, then put you head in a keg."

"Whatever you want," Tikeze said and winked.

"I want you to stop lying to people like that," Eric stated.

Tikeze frowned at him. "What lie? There is a rock at the bottom of Crystal Lake that does confine my sisters, and it IS blue!" she said sternly.

"Do you know how big Crystal Lake is?" Eric asked harshly. "Crystal Lake is an inland sea. It's HUGE! Even IF there was such a rock, it may as well have been cast someplace in the ocean. No young kid is going to find it, especially by himself, so stop giving people false hopes like that!"

"I never said he could find it, only that it was there."

"Exactly." Eric grabbed a burlap bag and shook it open.

"Awww, come on, Master. Don't do that, please?" Tikeze begged.

"In ya go," Eric said, and dropped her head in the bag.

"At least keep my body with you?" her muffled voice pleaded.

"It'll be fine in the back of the wagon."

"Master!"

Eric did roll Tikeze's body up in a blanket. In the process, her hand grabbed his and pushed it to her breast. He got her to let go, rolled her up in the blanket and wedged her in place between the supplies so she couldn't unroll herself.

.

Elanza was loving Qualinost city. The beauty and tranquility, and once others knew she had formerly been a slave, everyone was very nice to her. the Tower of the Sun was amazing. It reached so high into the sky it was incredible! She took in the sights and the music. They even had a large bowl shaped pavilion where concerts were held. She was also becoming friends with her son's wife, Laurana.

When she had the time, Laurana took her to concerts and showed her some of the sculptures around the city.

Even though she now knew her true name, Elanza still went by Abby. That was the new name Eric had given her. A new name for a new life. Even though she had hated the idea of being parted from Eric,

she was glad he had insisted she come visit the home of elves.

With the warming of spring, it became travelling season. Tanis and Laurana were headed for Palanthas far to the north to meet with people there to strengthen their alliances. Abby herself was headed for

Gateway. The year was almost up, and she wanted to see her Eric again. The Speaker of the Sun had suggested that she would make a fine wife for many of the elves that wanted to court her. She already had her man, though. It was getting time to go meet him.

An elflord named Kanalar Destanzi insisted on accompanying her on her trip. Tall and proud, the elf was of a noble house and took his position as First Son seriously. Once his father died, it would be his place to lead the family. Although Abby thought Kanalar was a good man, she had no intentions of getting as close to him as he wished.

What saved the noble elf from a kick in the groin was his gentlemanly manner. He always treated Abby with the highest respect, even when he asked her to become his consort. He even took it well when she turned him down It was because she could count on him to always do the right thing, that she agreed to journey to Gateway with his escorts.

Riding in his coach, Abby noted how much smoother the ride was than in Eric's wagon. She grinned in remembrance as they had bumped down the road in his buckboard. The ride had been rough, as was the

man, but she had never been so happy in her life.

"A silver for your thoughts?" Kanalar asked.

Abby cast him a smirk. "Just remembering some good times. Not easy, but good." Letting out a giggle, she said, "I am very glad Eric insisted I visit Qualinost. It has been wonderful. I got to see how other people live. Some day, I'll have to get Eric to come back here with me."

"You speak of Eric often. I take it he is an important human to you?"

Abby noted what he said. Despite his pleasant tone, some disgust filtered through on how he called Eric a 'human' instead of a man. "Actually, yes," she said, straightening up. "Eric saved me from slavery. He gave me my life back. He drove the Black Knights from Gateway, and gave the people there their lives back as well. Eric is a great man."

"I'm sure he is," Kanalar said with a tight smile. "You are going to meet this Eric in Gateway?"

"Yes. That is where our home is," Abby told him. "Eric's house has been there since Gateway was a small town. Even though it has been a long time, I can still remember it with woods behind the house. Now, it is in the inner city. You can't even see trees from the back door."

"You dwell with this Eric?" Kanalar asked with a raised eyebrow.

"When possible. He does have a trade route. That's why I came to Qualinost. He wanted me to spend a year here so I could see how elves lived," Abby explained. "I must said it is very nice, but I am happy I am going to meet Eric again."

"You should not be so fond of this Eric," Kanalar said. Seeing her stiffen, he quickly added, "It's just that humans live very short lives. Fifty, sixty years, and they are all but finished. Elves take that long just to become adult. To bind yourself to a human is to ready yourself to be a widow."

Abby eye him and asked, "Do you know Eldarin? The ambassador to Castle Mondar?"

"Yes, I am aware you are good friends with him. He is a good and honorable elf."

Abby nodded and said, "He was also a young man when Eric defended Gateway from Hobgoblins. Most of what I know of Eric's past, Eldarin has told me. Did you know Eric founded Gateway?"

With a tight grin, Kanalar said, "That is not possible. Humans do not live that long."

"Many things about Eric, even me, are not possible," Abby told him. "However, I've found Eric can indeed achieve the impossible."

Kanalar was forming an opinion of this Eric. He might be a great warrior, but was also a tall tale teller. He told stories to build up himself up in everyone's eyes. He's seen it before. Latch onto a legend and take on the roll. Soon, everyone believed the tales until they came crashing down into reality when it was found the leader wasn't immortal, the warrior could be killed, or the godling was struck down. The worst part was when that happened, the hope of all those counting on a miracle to save them, never got it. And every time, many tears followed.


	2. Chapter 2

CH 2.

Upon entering Gateway, Abby was treated like a queen. Recognizing her, four guards formed an escort and another went ahead to ensure the council knew she was here, and her house was ready to inhabit. Head Councilman Palan greeted her and was eager to show her how well the city was doing and the improvements being made that they were confident Eric would be proud of.

Kanalar took in events quietly, observing how well Abby was treated. Everyone was all smiles and took pains to be courteous in her presence. All because of this Eric. The man had everyone believing he was the founder of Gateway, and could perform miracles. By the bits of stories he heard, Eric was a good tactician. He'd caught the Black Knights off guard, and with multiple attacks on the Knights and their soldiers, had quickly subdued them with the help of the towns people.

Since those Black Knights had been hated by the population who didn't know anything about war, Eric was seen as a God when he organized and trained an army literally right under the Black Knight's feet. Everything Kanalar had suspected about Eric was proving out to be true.

.

Eric decided his days of a traveling trader were over. It was becoming less profitable, and stuck with Tikeze, it was also becoming a pain in the ass, constantly having to watch her behavior. What he decided to do was set up a place in one spot. If people wanted steel, he'd sell it from a store in Gateway. Going here and there with Tikeze was becoming a problem. He had to keep her out of trouble. Sure, he could find a place and bury her amulet and be rid of her, but even though she was a demon, do that and condemn her to what was essentially jail, didn't seem right. There was always the possibility someone else would find her, and if that person had ill intent, she could do a ton of damage.

After their overnight stay in the crossroads village, Eric moved on and took the Gateway road. He'd made enough money to cover his trip, so it wasn't a total loss. If Gateway needed any steel, they'd have it. Then again, unless someone was fighting a war, no one needed that much steel here in Krynn.

Thinking about that, he also thought about how war was changing in the other world, but not here. In the other world, new innovations were constantly being invented. The pan and striker muzzle loader was refined to became a percussion cap gun, and that was modified into not only a breech loader, but a lever action rifle that used metal cased cartridges. Muzzle loading cannons became rifled, then were modified into breech loaders. New ships grew steel sides, then became completely steel. Consequently, cannons became more powerful.

Here in Krynn, the same sword and shield were just as effective for the grandson as it was the the grandfather. Sure, they had magic and Gods here, but he'd yet to see either help the common folk.

Maybe a steam engine or two would do some good here.

Thinking about these things, Eric heard Tikeze ask,"Can I get out now?"

He looked down a the burlap bag at his feet. "You'll be good?"

"Yes, I will do nothing but what you command."

Eric picked the bag up and shook it out onto his lap. Trapping her head as it rolled out, she was face down, nose square between his legs.

"Have something in mind?" she asked, her voice now muffled by his clothes.

Lifting her head so he could see her face, he asked, "How about you behaving yourself."

Tikeze looked up and down and returned to looking at him.

"What was that?"

"An eye nod. I don't have my neck, remember?"

"You could just say it."

"I already told you, I'll do nothing but what you command me to do."

Eric stopped the wagon. Getting in the back he unrolled her body. The body stood up, he put her head back on.

Tikeze twisted her head side to side, tipped it around, then said, "Thank you, Master. Let me know whenever you want me to give you head." She winked at him.

Eric ignored her and got back in the driver's seat. Tikeze sat beside him. They rode for a ways in silence until Tikeze spoke up again.

"You are a good Master. Please don't ever abandon me."she said.

Eric eyed her and asked, "Like your last Master did?"

"Yes. Sure, he loved to grope me and have sex. He also treated me like I was his toy. Guard this, time for sex, guard that. I followed his instructions, but even then when I did what he said, he abandoned me," Tikeze explained. Glancing at him she said, "You just don't get your thrill then leave me alone. Most of the time, you have me working with you. When we have sex, it's like we are doing it with each other, not just you doing to me. I like that."

"Then, maybe you shouldn't misbehave and cause me to not trust you?" Eric asked.

"I see things that I think are funny and act on them before I think," Tikeze admitted. "That lady that was being cheated on? I wanted her husband to admit it. Her reaction was amusing. I'm sorry if he got hurt, but he did have that coming."

Eric thought about it and nodded. "Yeah, he did. But it wasn't up to you to decide."

"And that young man was looking for excitement. I told him what I did to get him interested in something besides me. I will try harder to not ... tease people like that," Tikeze said firmly.

"Thank you."

"Master?"

"Yeah?"

"Sometimes I like to have sex with you just for the sake of doing it. That's OK isn't it?"

"It is."

Tikeze moved a bit closer and asked, "Can we, now?"

"We got someplace to be, but soon as we can, OK?"

Tikeze snuggled into him. "That's fine."

They rode along for a while and came upon a huddled form on the side of the road. Twitching and moaning, the dark brown clad figure had Eric's attention. He pulled back on the reins with a "Whoa."

Tikeze gripped his arm. "It's a trap!" she hissed.

Eric saw the arrows fly from the bushes. He shot up to pull out his pistols and got skewered. An arrow drove into his belly, another in his chest, and one in his shoulder. The impacts knocked him off the wagon. He tumbled to the ground limp.

Tikeze took on full demon form. Not bothering to pull the arrows out that had sunk into her, she charged the bowmen with a screech of rage. Her long talons lashed out, she ripped the bushes apart and slashed into the terrified men who tried to flee. Once they were dead, she chased the brown clad form. Her first swipe ripped the cloak away. A woman turned, holding a knife up in defense. Upon seeing Tikeze, she wailed out a scream. Her scream ended when Tikeze tore through her throat and ripped her head off.

Tikeze flung the body into the brush where the woman's companions lay torn apart. "Attack us will you," she grumbled. Pulling the arrows out of herself as she walked back to the wagon, she complained in a grumble, "Damn thieves ruining MY playtime. Should have tortured them before I killed them."

She then saw Eric laying crumpled up beside the wagon. "Great," she grumbled. She laid him flat and pulled out the arrows in him, then picked him up and laid him in the back of the wagon. "Good thing you regenerate," she said in a huff. Climbing back up in the driver's seat, she got the horse going with a snap of the reins and continued on.

The sun got low in the sky. Tikeze pondered whether to continue on or make a camp. Eric was sure to be out all night, and she didn't need the sleep. Then again, the horse did need the rest and she was sure Eric didn't want to go into town passed out in the back of a wagon.

Going only far enough to find a decent spot, Tikeze pulled over and took care of the horse with food and water, then in a bit of mischievous inspiration, got the blankets out, stripped Eric naked, got naked herself and got under the covers with him. If they couldn't play now, they'd play when he woke up. In the mean time she'd just ensure he was warm and comfortable.

.

Eric awoke sore with his demon wrapped around him.

"Morning, Master. Good to see you back," Tikeze cooed softly.

The last think he remembered was getting shot with arrows when he'd stopped to help that woman. Now he was in the back of the wagon, Tikeze snuggled up tight against him, both naked. "What happened?" he asked, his voice rough from just waking.

"Nothing to be concerned over," Tikeze said lightly. "Bandits tried to kill us, I killed them. You DID exempt the 'no killing' rule for self defense." she reminded him.

"I take it I caught a few arrows."

"You did, and fell off the wagon," she told him, then rolled over on him and wiggled her hips into him. "You know, I expended a lot of energy keeping you and the wagon safe," she said in a purr.

Eric smiled, he knew what she wanted. A thought also occurred to him that there was a good chance Abby might be in Gateway waiting for him. Not knowing how either of them would react to the other, he wanted to keep Tikeze busy. As he as pondering, her warmth got him good and stiff. She sank down onto him, enfolding him as she let out a happy sigh. He fondled her as she rode him, enjoying the sight.

As he did, inspiration struck.

"Tikeze, that story about your sisters being at the bottom of Crystal Lake. Is that true?" he asked.

Tikeze lowered her head to eye him through her half closed eyes. "Yes," she said in a whine.

"And you don't need to breathe," he mused.

She shook her head and grabbed his hands to crush into her right breast. Letting out a pant, she said, "No, I can take you fully down my throat for as long as you like."

"Think you can find your sisters?" he asked.

Tikeze stopped and looked at him in surprise. "You would send me away?" she asked.

"For a good cause. I can't survive under water for long periods of time, but you can," he told her.

"You would rescue my sisters?"

"If I could. I have to know where they are first."

Tikeze ground herself into him harder. "You would save them?" she asked hopefully.

"If I can," he said with a grin. "But first, you will need the energy to go find them."

"Yes, Master!" Tikeze said breathlessly, then humped him hard as they locked lips.

Eric knew she was eager for sex. At the moment, she seemed desperate. He let her ride him, bucking up and down as she kept his hand firmly on her breasts or grabbing her hips. When he was ready to explode, he flipped them over and shot his seed into her in hard pulses. Tikeze whined in joy, holding him tight into her. As they kissed deeply, and she drew his energy out.

Exhausted and feeling weak, Eric rolled off her, trying to catch a breath.

"Master, please use me as you wish," Tikeze said as she gazed at him lovingly.

"Hokay," he said, in a gasp. "Go find your sisters. Let me know when you do."

Tikeze kissed him deeply again, just to kiss him. She then sat up, beaming him a bright smile. "I want you to do something before I go," she said, and rummaged in his clothes.

Eric was too tired to sit up. She really had sucked him completely dry. Suddenly, she was sitting on him again, still naked and grinning broadly. He groaned and said, "I've got nothing left."

Tikeze grabbed his right hand and made him cup her left breast. "Hold this," she said. She then put a knife in his left hand, and brought that up to her breast. "Take it," she said, eyes shining in excitement. "Take my breast and keep it with you."

"What?!"

Using his hand she'd put the knife in, she sawed her own breast off. Just like when he lopped her head off, she didn't bleed. Pressing his right hand that was still holding her breast to his chest, she said, "Keep it. Feel free to play with it all you want, but keep it so I can easily find my way back to you."

Eric gaped at her face shinning in joy, then the now flat side of her chest. "Why'd you do that?" he asked, his brain numb by the fast she did.

Leaning close, Tikeze kissed him again. "So you have a fun part of me with you. I may need more energy, and when you show your lust to even part of me, all of me feels it."

Eric just stared at her, he had no idea how to respond to her.

With a giggle of glee, Tikeze jumped up off him, her wings popped out and she waved. With a flap of her wings, she disappeared.

Lying in the bottom of the wagon, Eric looked down at himself. Yup, it really happened. He was lying here, holding her breast to his chest. The oddest thing was that her nipple was still pruned up hard. Well, and least she was busy so he didn't have to worry about any female scrapes if he happened to meet Abby.

.

In the sky over Crystal Lake, Tikeze appeared and dove straight down. As she dove, her legs reformed into a single, long mermaid tail. Her lone breast was absorbed into her body and her wings shortened and became thicker to propel her through water instead of air. Her long black hair shrunk back into her scalp and her head grew a ridge, her fingers grew webs between them. She was slimline for speed through the water when she splashed down, leaving a column of water shooting up from where she dove in.

.

In the three weeks Kanalar was in Gateway, he was sure of two things. Although she held no official title, here Abby was queen. At the last town council meeting, she donated 500 gold pieces to help jump-start the road improvement project to make travel safer and easier. When she suggested the homeless and jobless be given first chance at work on city projects, everyone heartily agreed.

Abby herself took on the task of organizing care for the children of single parent -usually only one of which was living - was working on this project. Any decent idea Abby had, the council took it as truth from the Gods themselves.

The other thing Kanalar was sure of, was this 'Eric' wasn't coming. The man hadn't been seen in a year, and there was no sign nor rumor that he was even in the area any more. Most likely, the brigand had gotten his use out of Lady Abby, and had wandered off to inseminate another hapless victim who'd believe his tall tales. Such men sickened Kanalar.

To assist Lady Abby in her efforts, he walked down through the common part of town looking for homeless and obviously jobless people to inform them where they could find work, food and shelter. Coming upon a beggar who asked him for a coin, he directed the man to the nearest guard station to ask for work on the new road crew. So far, this was the only beggar he'd met. It seemed most everyone in Gateway had source of income.

The East gate was a hive of activity. People flowed in and out of the gate, vendor stands were everywhere, as were people cycling around between them. The road, although plenty wide, was constricted by the crowds to a wagon path leaving, and one coming in. The primary job of the guard force here was to keep a clear path for travel.

Kanalar scanned the people as he wandered through the crowds. Everyone was buying, selling, or carrying their goods. He didn't notice anyone who looked destitute here. Watching a pretty elfmaid to his right, he walked out into the road and met a wagon wheel brutally and got slammed to the ground.

"Whoa!" The driver called as Kanalar was knocked backwards to land in the mud prone. "Hey, you all right?"

Kanalar got up with the help of a couple nearby men who chuckled at him. "I'm fine!" he said indignantly.

"You sure?" the driver asked.

"Yes!" he snapped, and took a step and collapsed. He then felt pain in his hip. He found he could not stand up by himself.

The driver reached over and said, "Get on, this ain't no place for a cripple."

Kanalar was about to state he wasn't a cripple when a guard came over. "Get on the wagon, Sir," the guard said firmly. To the driver, the guard said, "Take him to a healer or home. Just get him out of here before he really gets hurt."

The driver nodded. The two got Kanalar on the wagon, and the driver snapped the reins and got the horse moving along.

"Where to, fella?" the driver asked.

Kanalar eyed the driver. He was a large human with a long dark brown overcoat and big floppy hat. The back of the the wagon held supplies. "Inner city," Kanalar said in a grumble.

"Handy," the driver noted. "Any place special once we get there? Healer's building is just inside the gates."

"I am visiting with Lady Abby from the Qualinesti. Please take me to the council chambers," Kanalar stated.

The man eyed him and asked, "Abby's here?"

"That would be LADY Abby to you, Sir!" Kanalar stated.

"One of those, huh? What's your name?" the driver asked.

"Just take me to Lady Abby's residence," Kanala said stiffly.

"Yup, one of those." the man said. He cast a glance at Kanalar and said, "look, the lower market is no place for elven royalty. Not that you'll be treated bad, but that place is busy, and if you don't keep your senses sharp, you could have an accident."

"I do not plan on returning there."

"Just saying, send a servant next time or find what you're looking for in one of these shops we're passing."

"Do you have employment?" Kanalar asked.

The man eyed him. "Me? Can't say I do yet, I just got in."

"Then I have job for you," Kanalar stated. "The city is hiring for road work. Stable pay, food and lodging. It has been decreed that if a man is not actively employed, then he will join the road crew if he wishes to be in Gateway."

The man let out a chuckle. "Is that so?"

Not happy with this person who'd almost ran him over, Kanalar said firmly. "Yes, that is so. I would like you to take me to the council chambers, then you may present yourself to the nearest guard station for roadwork duty."

The man barked out a laugh and asked, "Mind if I go home first? It's been a while."

Kanalar didn't think this man was going to do anything but get a room for the night. They were coming to the gates of the inner city. "Just past the gates, bear to the right, I'll show you where the council chambers are."

"Wow, I'm glad I've got you here to give directions," the man said with a crooked grin.

They go into the inner city. By the way the driver seemed to be avoiding eye contact and keeping his head low, Kanalar was getting the impression this just might be a brigand. The man pulled up to the entrance to the council chambers and stopped. "Guard!" he called and waved at Kanalar. "Got an injured man here, can we get some help?"

That guard shouted to a couple others. The driver got down and held his arms up. "Down easy, fella, we got you."

The man was irritating, but with one of the guards, he did help Kanlar down. Talking to a guard, the man said, "Take the wagon round to the stable if ya would. I'll help this guy in."

"Yes, Sir," the guard replied with a salute, and led the horse away.

Hobbling along under the man's support, Kanalar wasn't pleased, but accepted the help. "You live here?" he asked.

"Yeah, been away a lot, but this is my city. I love this place and the people." the man agreed.

They went through the council chambers and into a hallway to the door with a guard outside. The guard saw them and snapped to attention.

"Forget that, get the door!" the man called.

"Yes Sir."

The guard held the door to Abby's house open for them. They passed through, and the guard said, "Welcome home Sir!"

Kanalar nodded to the guard.

"Thanks," the man said, and steered Kanalar over to the couch and got him seated. The man then took off his long coat and said, "Guardsman, could you get a healer in here for me?"

"Yes sir," the guard said and left.

Kanalar watched him walk deeper in the house. "Hold!" he cried. "Where do you think you are going?"

With a nod, the man sad, "Bedroom. Don't worry, the healer will be here soon."

Seeing where the man was walking, Kanalar yelled, "That is Lady Abby's bedroom. Don't you DARE go in there!"

The man turned and frowned at him. "It's my house," he said, and kept going.

The front door burst open. Lady Abby ran in. "ERIC!" she cried, and ran into the man's arms. They hugged and talked quietly as they went into the bedroom.

Kanalar stared at the now shut door. THAT was this immortal and all powerful Eric Carvon?

.

"So, how was your year ?" Eric asked as they went in the bedroom and he shut the door.

Blushing happily, Abby said, "You were right, I had a wonderful time visiting Qualinost." Clasping his hand, she added, "It was absolutely amazing, but it would have been better if you were there with me."

"At least you got to see how real elves live," he said with a smirk. He hung his coat up, then slapped his hat on the same hook.

Abby eyed him. "Eric, we do have to talk. I'll have Betty bring us some refreshments in, don't leave while I'm gone," she said seriously.

Eric nodded and said, "I'll stay right here. I still got clothes someplace?"

Abby pointed to his dresser. "All clean and folded. I am going to have a bath readied, so don't get changed yet."

"Yes, Ma'am." Eric replied with a smirk.

Abby seemed much more sane and confident of herself since he'd picked her up from that slave trader. Apparently, a year in the elven lands had done her a world of good. Not only did she just look like his long lost Elanza, now she was acting like her too. Eric wasn't sure how he felt about that.

Eric did get his boots off and put them under his coat. He eyed the bulge in his coat. One pocket was full of Tikezes' breast. Curious, he reached in and felt it. As soon as he touched the nipple, it pruned up. Right, she told him she'd feel it. He almost felt bad about sending her off on what he saw was an impossible mission, but at least his first few days here, he didn't want to put up with her antics. He wanted calm. He also wanted to sort out his feelings for Abby. Before he thought any more on that subject, he wanted to hear what she had to say. Maybe she wanted to tell him she was going to live in Qualinost, or let him down easy saying she had someone else in mind.

.

The cold, dark abyss at the bottom of Crystal Lake was not entirely devoid of light. Tiny lights from bio-luminescent creatures lit the bottom in a dim, uneven glow. In this shadowy world of strange creatures where ambush hunting was the key source of food, Tikeze swam in an undulating motion fifteen feet off the bottom.

Her webbed hands bore fully extended nails. She'd learned already when an eel shot out from some rocks to bite her, that danger looked innocent here, and something was always watching, waiting for the opportunity to strike. The little creatures scattered in font of her, the bigger ones eyed her for a weakness.

Tikeze had a good idea what she was looking for. An unusual blue rock that contained the amulets of her sisters. If she got close, she would be able to feel their presence because they were demons also.

Unfortunately, she did not know them well enough to pick out their presence. She conserved energy, swimming along at a slow, even pace. She also did not want to rush past and miss them altogether. She wanted to free her sisters from their prison.

The wizards that had brought Tikeze into being also made nine other demons. Designed to not only be concubines, but also powerful weapons, they drew energy from sexual physical contact. With a Charm, they could take over a person's will. With a kiss, they drew out a person's life force, so the victim not only died, but made the assassin stronger. They were to be the assassin/sex slaves of the elite, sold for their weight in gold.

Unfortunately for the wizards, once Tikeze was sold to an Emperor, this Emperor did not want anyone else to possess a succubus of their own. In all their planning how to design their perfect demon, the wizards forgot one thing. How to defend against their creations.

Tikeze drained the life energy of four of the six wizards that had made her, killing them and also drinking in their power. She gained quickly in power and strength. The remaining Wizards were now afraid of the things they had created. They wanted to destroy their creations, but due to the magics they used, that was not possible. Before Tikeze could reach them, the last two wizards bound the amulets of the other nine demons in stone, and threw them into Crystal Lake. That was all Tikeze could coax out of the last remaining wizard before he killed himself.

Now, she was swimming along the bottom, searching and sensing for the ones who had been created with her. While her Master had told her to do this, she also wanted to do this for herself and the ones who had not had a chance to live. With her power and her siblings, she would make sure her Master ruled whatever he wished, and he would show his appreciation with plenty of sex.

.

Instead of going out to the dinning area to eat, Abby had their meals set up in their bedroom so they could talk privately. Eric didn't mind in the slightest. That meant he got to spend little more quiet time before he was deluged with people coming in to see him.

In side by side chairs in front of the fireplace, Eric took a sip from his cup and said, "We both have things we want to say, so Ladies first." he told her.

Abby had to smirk at the way he put it. "Very well. Eric, you know Tanthalas is your son, correct?"

Eric coughed. "Yeah."

"Did you also know he now knows the truth, about everything?" she asked gently.

Eric winced. "Everything as in..." he coaxed.

"Everything. The truth about you and his mother, about us. Eric, it's been almost a hundred and fifty years, neither of you need the protection of that story about his mother being raped to protect him any more," Abby said firmly. "He would like to see you."

Eric eyed at her, "You know about that?"

"I know more than you do," she said in her soft voice. "When you picked me up, I was confused. For years I had these dreams of you. I was a slave with these visions of a nice house and being happy. Hearing rumors, I tried ... never mind. Let's just say I just knew I was more that what I currently was. Then you came and saved me. Eric, I knew what this house looked like from the time I was young. I only had flashes of what I now know were memories. Us playing music at an Inn, you had a Lyre, I played a flute and sang. I knew what the Tower of the Sun looked like the second I saw it. I just didn't know what it was. I put the couch back to where it was when we used to cuddle on it. All the wild dreams I had, I know now were memories from your Elanza."

Eric stared at her. "You can't be her," he whispered.

Abby shook her head. "No, I am Abby. Elanza died. I do have her memories. The spirit I am, is the same as she was," Abby explained. Seeing the disbelief in his eyes, she said, "Remember the night not long after we met, were were walking home drunk and you sang that silly song about road apples?" she asked with a giggle. "You ended up carrying me home that night."

"I did ... Elanza?" he asked breathlessly. "You came back to me?"

"I think it's fate," she said and gently squeezed his hand. "I believe I will always come back to my love if we happen to be parted again."

Eric gripped her hand. It didn't seem possible, but she was telling him things only Elanza would know about. His head spun. All this time his Elanza had indeed returned to him? He thought about how he had treated her on the road after he'd picker her up and said, "I'm sorry I treated you so badly."

Abby shook her head with a pained smile. "Don't be. We didn't know. And for someone being thrust onto you, you didn't treat me bad at all. You could have just walked away, but you took care of me."

"Still," he said, shrinking down and feeling embarrassed. "The name I gave you."

"You mean Abby Normal?" she asked with a grin. "Yes, you did have a bit of fun with me, didn't you?"

"You don't have to use that name," he said, cringing.

"That is who I am now. In this life I am Abigail Carvon," Abby stated. "Yes dear, I am taking your name. This time around I want to be your wife."

Eric eyed her. "After how bad I treated you?" he asked meekly.

Abby giggled at him. "No, after you rescued me and let me find out who I really am. Eric, I love you and you love me. That will never change."

Eric didn't know what to say, so he did as he felt. He enveloped her in a hug and kissed her passionately. Holding her close, he said, "I don't care what your name is. We belong together."

"We do," she agreed, and with a sigh, settled against him. "So what was it you wanted to tell me?"

He'd wanted to tell her about Tikeze so she wouldn't be shocked when the demon finally came back. Now that he had his love returned to him, the past year he'd spent with Tikieze suddenly seemed very wrong.

Untangling himself from her, he grimaced and said, "I don't think you're going to like this. I, ah...picked up a demon when I was coming to free Gateway from the black knights."

"A demon?" Abby asked curiously.

Eric nodded. For some reason, it was getting hot in here. "Yeah, she was imprisoned down in the escape tunnel under the house. Had some powers, and helped me get rid of the black knights."

"She?"

Eric noted Abby had picked up and focused on the single word of his explanation he was hoping to slip past her. somehow, Abby's eyes seemed a little more intense.

He nodded and said, "I wouldn't have been able to accomplish so much, so fast if it wasn't for ... the demon," he said avoiding the 'she' word. "Since demons are very mischievous, and I didn't want anyone else finding her,..." CRAP! He used 'her' instead if 'it', "who might use the power of this demon for evil, that is why I kept Tikeze."

"So, this she-demon has a name, and has spend the last year with you," Abby said unhappily.

"Pretty much, but I have to make sure she doesn't cause any trouble," Eric explained.

"Where is this demon now?"

"Probably at the bottom of Crystal lake."

"You threw her into Crystal lake?" Abby asked in surprise. "Doesn't that seem a bit cruel to you?"

"I didn't throw her in," Eric said in self defense. "She was telling this young man some tall tale about her sisters being imprisoned in a stone at the bottom of the lake, so after I put her head back on..."

"Wait, what do you mean, put her head back on?"

"I chopped her head off for instigating that kid to go diving and looking for these sisters."

"ERIC!" Abby cried.

"It didn't hurt her, just kept her quiet ... mostly," he said defensively. "I did give Tikeze her head back. To keep her occupied and out of trouble, I send her to go look for these sisters of hers in the lake."

"What if she finds them?" Abby asked with a raised eyebrow.

Eric shrugged. "I highly doubt she will. Crystal Lake is huge, and she had no idea where they were, except on the bottom," he replied.

"And if she does?" Abby asked again.

"Then ... I'll just keep the amulets so none of them can go cause trouble," he said.

Abby chuckled at him. Wearing a smirk, she asked, "And what will you do with a whole harem of Demons?"

Eric gazed at her, slack jawed. He hadn't thought about that. "Ahh, I'll take them someplace they won't be a bother to anyone."

"Another deep, dark prison?"

"No! I'll think of something," he said defensively.

Abby fell into a chuckling fit and hugged him tight. "Only my Eric would be kind enough to make sure demon girls were treated with decency."

"It just seems wrong if they are condemned to darkness," He grumbled. "I mean, Tikeze does love mischief and teasing, but she is loyal to a fault."

"So, if she does find these sisters, how will she find her way back to you?"

"She gave me a piece of her," he said, then clapped his mouth shut and prayed Abby didn't want to know what this piece was.

Teasingly, Abby poked him an asked, "Did she give her knight a lock of her hair?"

"NO, and I'm not a knight."

"A fingernail?"

"NO. It's not important," Eric said, trying to dismiss the subject.

"OK, so what did she give you?"

"It's really not important," Eric insisted.

Seeing how he was becoming nervous,. she asked, "An ear?"

"She didn't give me an ear," Eric said in a huff.

"A whole finger?" Abby prodded.

He was about to say no, then realized like this, she would get it through process of elimination. "She asked me not to say. and, so ... I won't."

"It is something very personal, isn't it?" Abby asked with a crooked grin.

"It's important to her, yes. And ... well, it's also a bit embarrassing."

Abby's eyes went wide. "It's not something from her lower body, is it?" she asked in a gasp.

"NO! Come on, can we forget about it for now?" Eric pleaded.

"For now," Abby agreed. She stabbed a chunk of steak and held it up to him. "Here, eat, then we're going to wash you down good."
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Concentrating hard, Tikeze found she could sense farther down here in the darkness. Instead of searching visually in the inky darkness, she let her senses reach out and swam in whatever direction her head turned. She got a tickling of something off to her right, so she pointed herself at it and swam closer. The tickling grew into sensing something ahead. That slowly grew as she continued on.

Feeling the water displace, and something big close by, Tikeze rolled and rose up. A huge mouth closed down on where she'd been. The body of the passing creature shot by, she tumbled in it's wake. Instead of swimming, she stabilized herself and felt for more disturbances in the water.

Her sight down here was useless. She could barely make out her own hand in front of her face. She had to rely on her other senses.

The faint sound of turbulence came to her and she felt a shift in the water. Turning to the disturbance, she felt something coming again. The water depressed slightly from above. Stretching out a clawed hand, her fingers made contact and dug in. Whatever it was flailed and took off, making her tumble again.

Tikeze took off, pumping hard with her tail, wings and swimming hard with her hands to get away from there. The flailing was weaker, farther away. She understood now that in this environment, disturbances meant food. the least she disturbed the water, the better. After a short, fast swim, she drifted along, arms along her sides, wings folded against her body, she moved herself only with slow undulations of her tail. It would really suck if she got eaten by some big fish and couldn't get out.

Concentrating, she again picked up a sense of something off to her left now. She turned and swam for it, careful in how much turbulence she made. As she swam, she felt sensations in her left breast, the one she'd left with her master. By the feel, it wasn't him, but someone else. Was he watching them as they fondled her breast? How wonderfully kinky.

.

After dinner, Abby went to get towels and robes for them. She's held and hugged Eric enough that she was sure he didn't have this item from the demon on him. That meant if it wasn't in the wagon, it had to be in his coat. Passing the hook his coat was on, she patted it down. one pocket was full. It almost

felt like a full coin purse, but it was soft. Becoming more curious, she made sure he wasn't looking and reached in. Whatever it was was soft and jiggly.

Reaching deeper, she frowned. This was a substantial piece of that woman. Too big to get her fingers around. A butt-cheek was all she could thing of. Feeling around, she felt a hard nub.

Abby's eyes opened wide. Peeking in she saw the hard nipple and yanked her hand out. She quickly closed up the pocket and hung the coat so the pocket was against the wall. Focusing on her mission, she got the towels and robes, and strode into the bathroom.

.

Eric had settled into the bath when Abby returned with towels and robes. She slipped in beside him and cuddled up against him. On impulse, his kissed her. "It's really good to be back here with you," he said sincerely.

"I like having you back also," Abby cooed in return. "Best of all, there's no one to bother us."

"Yeah, that's the best," Eric said with a sigh and held her close.

They shared a few kisses, then Abby moved over to sit partway on his lap, lounging back against him. Eric automatically began petting her. His passion began to rise as he stoked her slim, firm body. Now properly fed, Abby had a wonderful shape. Petting up, he fondled one of her small breasts, teasing the nipple briefly.

"Wish they were a little bigger," Abby mused and pressed his hand in place.

"They are perfect. You are perfect," Eric assured her and kissed her.

Casting him a loving smile, Abby asked, "So you like mine better than that giant boob in your coat pocket?"

'Wha..." Eric asked in a gasp. His passion died instantly. "You ..."

"I was moving your coat and saw it, yes. This demon is very well endowed, isn't she?"

Eric crimped his eyes shut. "Oh God," he said in a groan.

"I can see why you would be embarrassed if anyone saw it," Abby said. "She made you take it, didn't she?"

"Yeah, she did," Eric said in defeat. "Abby, I'm really sorry about that."

Cupping his chin, she made him look at her. "Listen, I understand. You saved Tikeze and gave her a life. She loves you, Eric. That is why she gave you what she did."

Eric shook his head. "No, Tikeze is just a pervert and a tease. She'll do anything to get that look of shock, or that scream of horror."

"Well, it worked," Abby said with a snort. "The LAST thing I ever expected to see was a nipple peeking out at me from someone's coat pocket."

"Abby, I..." No matter how hard he tried, he could not come up with a reason why he let Tikeze get away with that.

"Hey, you love me, right?" Abby asked.

"I do," Eric said sincerely.

"Then that's all that matters," she stated.

.

Kanalar had dinner, expecting Lady Abby and Eric to emerge from her bedroom. They didn't. He spent the night in a spare bedroom, and expected to see them for breakfast in the morning. By mid morning, the Head Councilman came by, and they were still unavailable.

Meeting Mr. Palan, Kanalar bowed and said, "I am afraid Lady Abby is not available."

Palan cast him a smirk and said, "I take it the rumor that Eric is home, is true?"

"It is."

Wearing a smirk, Palan nodded and said, "Very well, I'll return day after tomorrow."

"I am sure Lady Abby will be available before then. Shall I send a messenger?" Kanalar asked.

Palan waved a hand and said, "From what Ambassador Eldarin told me, two days minimum. That's how long it will be before they come out. Have a good day, sir."

Kanalar frowned. Two days? What could they possibly be doing in there for two whole days?

.

Getting the conversation and meals out of the way, Eric and Abby got down to a proper reunion. Desperate for each other, they made love and cuddled up in the early morning hours to sleep. Mid day the next day, they woke up, made love again, ate, bathed for a luxuriously long time, then were back in bed again.

Late on the second day, they lay in bed just enjoying each others' presence. Abby bore a content smile that slowly curled up into a mischievous one. "Hey hon?"

"Yeah, sweetie?"

"You said your demon loves to tease people?"

"That she does," he agreed.

"Then let's give her some teasing. Get your coat."

.

Swimming slowly along, Tikeze felt she was getting closer to something. The bottom was coming up and the water above was turning a deep blue. Thinking about it, that wizard had probably thrown the rock from the shore line, so it would not be in the deepest part of the lake. Silly her. No matter, something was up ahead. She could now feel the presence of other demons.

Coming up over a cliff, she could now see the underwater plain beyond. In the distance where some bottom weed was growing was where the feel of other demons was coming from. There were fish about, but nothing big enough to worry over. She swam towards the tall bottom weed and felt a sensation.

Her left nipple was being sucked on firmly. She also felt her breast being rubbed. The sensations made her smile, she was happy her master was enjoying her. The sucking stopped and her nipple was licked, then blown on, then nibbled at. This kept on, Tikeze grasped where her breast would be. This was really feeling good!

Suckle, rub, flick, nibble. The sensations were getting to her. Slowing, she drifted along, her senses were turning towards the attention she was getting. She was wanting real sex and it was hard to concentrate on her target.

Giving in to the building lust, she closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensations. She didn't see the shadows high overhead, nor hear the distant splashes. By the time the sensations stopped, she was aching for sex and opened her eyes to find a fishing net drop over her.

The fish around her were darting about, looking for escape. She grabbed some netting to slice it apart, and the net drew up, tangling around her. The fish caught with her were flopping furiously, shaking the net. She slashed at the net, and mostly cut up frantic fish. Fish slapped at her, as the water became lighter and lighter. She got an arm out and managed to cut something. Then daylight broke and the water disappeared as the net was hauled up.

Tikeze landed on the deck of a fishing boat. Finally ripping a hole big enough, she spilled out with the fish.

"Holy Paladine, we got a mermaid!" a man cried.

Tikieze was not in a good mood. Claws out, she quickly crawled for the side of the boat. A gaff grabbed her arm. She slashed the end off and kept crawling, the end of the metal hook still in her arm.

"Get the crossbow, hurry!" another voice cried.

A rope landed on her. She cut it and made the gunwale with one hand. Another rope dropped around her head. She cut that and pulled herself up, meaning to flip over the side.

Someone grabbed her tail and cried, "SHOOT!"

Tikeze pulled her upper half over the side and dug her nails into the side of the boat just below the waterline. A bolt drove deep into her ass. Enraged, she pulled herself over the side, the man still hanging onto her tail. His momentum of being flung overboard caused her to flip again, ripping her claws out of the wood to leave long slashes behind. She hit the water flat.

With the man wrapped around the end of her tail, Tikeze flapped her wings and got close enough to the boat to drive her claws into the wood and pull herself under the boat. The man finally let go of her. She raked the bottom of the boat, pulled the bolt out, then grabbed the gaff hook and slammed that into the boat's bottom and swam down, away from the chaos above. Below, big fish had come for the blood and fish parts floating around. Swimming down, avoiding the feeding frenzy, she made her way back to the bottom.

_Damn fishermen!_

Tikeze made the bottom and lay still, waiting for the mass of fish to disperse. Right now, anything moving was fair game for anything bigger, and there were some big fish taking advantage of the easy food floating about.

Any energy she had gained from the attention she got, was used by her frantic attempts to escape the net and the boat. At least she was off that damn thing now. All she had to do was wait until it was clear, then she'd see if she had found her sisters.

Then the boat settled down on top of her.

Shit

.

The first day out and about with Abby, Eric wasn't happy about the elf lord escorting them and casting him dirty looks as he walked arm in arm with Abby. It was almost like the man was jealous.

Eric found Head Councilman Palan and Councilman Farrow from the north central district. Eric told them about the steel he'd brought. He also found out Abby had only used about 30 pounds of gold the entire year. Palan insisted on a banquet honoring Erics' return. Eric tried to dodge out of it but Abby was also insisting they have a large dinner at their house. Eric folded and agreed to host the banquet.

By what he saw in the streets, and what Palan told him. Gateway was booming. Agriculture and trade was up, every shop from clothing to blacksmiths were doing well. Due to knowing the warring knights would no longer come here to fight, Gateway received an influx of new residents. Taxes were low due to the city still had plenty of the knight's gold on hand. The storehouses were not only full, but shipping out the older stores to make room for this years' harvest. New homes, shops and roads were in the progress of going up.

One thing Eric saw they were lacking was a proper sewer system. Built on a hillside and sloping ground, Gateway had natural drainage, but that was being taxed by the sheer number of people in the city. The covered trenches had a tendency to overflow now and then. He decided that the banquet tonight was going to serve purpose, discussing how to solve this growing problem. Since this banquet was going to be an official event, Palan insisted it be in the council chambers. It would take a day to contact all the councilmen, so the banquet was delayed until tomorrow.

After their busy day, Eric thought he would have a quiet night with Abby. He held the door for her when they got home with a grand gesture and a "Ladies first," than made her smile.

The sour faced Kanalar walked in behind her. Eric had no idea what stick was up that elf's ass, but he bet it was splintered.

Abby also noticed Kanalar's behavior. Being formal, she asked, "Lord Destanzi, may I ask how long you are visiting us?"

Kanalar offered her a smile and said, "I am escorting you, M'Lady. I will return you to Qualinost when you are ready to leave."

Eyeing him, Abby replied, "I will not be visiting Qualinost for quite some time. This is my home, Sir. You have escorted me home, your job is done."

Eric watched from the side, staying quiet.

With a half grin, Kanalar said, "Surely you do not plan to live here. You belong in Qualinost."

"I belong here," Abby stated flatly.

"Then you are a fool!" Kanalar snapped.

"That's enough," Eric said in a hard tone. "Lord Destanzi, I do believe it is time for you to return."

The servants backed away. Abby said, "My husband is correct, it is time for you to leave."

Rage showing in his eyes, Kanalar pointed at Eric and stated,, "Lady Abby, you deserve better than this

… trickster of a human!"

"That's it," Eric said. He grabbed Kanalar by his wrist and pulled. When Kanalar stumbled by, Eric pushed him towards the door. "Have a safe trip," she said in a hard tone.

Kanalar caught his balance and turned to glare at Eric. "You dare touch me?" he bellowed.

"I dare kick your ass if you don't leave," Eric told him.

"I will have you in irons!" Kanalar yelled.

"No, you won't. This isn't Qualinost, so go back to where you tantrum means something," Eric replied.

The door opened, two guards came in. "Is there a problem, Sir?" one asked.

"This man was just leaving," Eric told them. He then waved and said, "Bye, Lord Destanzi."

His face red in rage, Kanalar knew he could not leave until Lady Abby knew the truth about this human. He'd show her that this human could die. He drew his sword and lunged, aiming for Eric's heart.

Eric twisted to the side, leaning back. Kanalar's sword drove all the way through his left shoulder, ticking off the bone.

Abby and the servants screamed, the guards too on shocked looks, and Eric stepped closer and punched Kanalar hard in the face.

Kanalar backpedaling to stumble against the wall spurned the guards into action. They both ran over and put their spears to his throat.

"DO NOT MOVE!" the guards yelled.

Eric stood straight and pulled the sword from his shoulder. Abby appeared by his side and clapped her hands over the entry and exit wounds. "I need a bandage!" she cried.

In a calm voice, Eric said, "Don't bother, hon. It will heal before they can get one." Glaring at Kanalar, he said, "Congratulations, you just earned yourself a death penalty. You attacked me in my home, I have every right to take your head."

"Eric?" Abby said, sounding worried.

Eric looked at her , then back to Kanalar. "Seeing how it is important to keep good relations with Qualinost, I'll spare your life … for now. Guards, escort that elf to the border. If he ever comes back, he is to be arrested for attempted murder. Don't touch him unless he does something else stupid."

.

News of the incident quickly spread. By the time Eric's shoulder healed, and he was walking behind Kanalar and his guards, a whole troop of guardsmen had gathered. Eric had to repeat his order, a few guards wanted to throw the elf in jail right now.

Kanalar and his entourage was taken out to his carriage and seen off by Eric and a large guard force. They elves were silent as they were escorted out of town.

Walking back to the house, Abby petted his shoulder. "You OK?" she asked.

Eric took her hand and kissed it. "All better. Hey, there's a bright side to this," he said.

"There is?"

"There is," Eric said with a grin. "We can cuddle on the couch by the fireplace in peace now."

.

Reaching his own lands, Kanalar glanced at the human guards stopping to let his carriage continue on. He had been insulted and humiliated by that human. He would get his revenge.

.

It took a Tikeze a while to dig herself out from under the boat. Not making much headway in the soft mud of the bottom, she got herself turned over on her back and ripped more boat apart to dig her way up through it.

Ripping her way up through the boat, she found a mass of tangled ropes and debris. The water around her was lightening as day broke. Finally getting clear of the tangled mess, she swam away and focused again on the demons she'd sensed. The feeling was still coming from the tall bottom weeds just as before.

Raising up twenty feet off the bottom, she studies the weeds below. Small fish swam among the weed cover, darting away as she approached. A few darted away in the direction she was going. They suddenly turned and one was snapped up by a turtle headed beast.

Tikeze studied the beast as it turned it's gaze to look at her. Another beast, this one a multi-armed squishy bodied thing also rose up to eye her with it's bulbous head. More beasts appeared, a total of nine of them, to watch her swimming above.

_How? _Came a thought to her. She instantly know they were asking how she could swim free in the water. These things were her sisters? Thinking about that, she realized they had morphed themselves to deal with their environment as she had.

_Come closer, let us welcome you. _

Again, Tikeze understood the meaning of this thought. They saw her as food, another thing to help sustain themselves. All they had ever known was survival on the bottom of the lake, feeding on the minuscule live forces of fish. She sent her thoughts to them.

_I am here to save you. To take you home to master._

Like her, they received her thoughts as such, and were able to see Tikieze's life and all the things she had done with Eric. A chorus of clicks, squeals and snapping told her they were eager to join the life Tikeze had. She swam to the bottom unmolested.

Tikeze found the stone. It was a translucent blue orb with the amulets entombed withing. Like her own, none of her sisters were able to touch it. She decided to try. Approaching it, she tried to grab the half buried stone. Her hands got close, but went no farther. Something was holding her away.

Getting an idea, Tikeze swam back to the boat. She cut a long length of rope and came back to try and wrap the rope around the rock to pull it off the bottom. With just the smooth upper half showing, she wasn't able to do it.

_I must go tell master. He will free you._ She thought to her sisters. Concentrating on her breast that he had, she teleported right to it.

.

Eric came into the council chambers from outside with one of the city engineers. It was a nasty, wet day out, so he'd worn his coat as they talked about how to build the new sewer system.

"Good, I was hoping you'd come back before dinner started," Abby chided him playfully as he shook the water of his coat.

"Hey, there's work to do," he replied with a grin. They moved towards each other.

**SPLAT**

A wet Tikeze landed on the floor right in front of Eric. Seeing the odd creature, Abby jumped back and wailed out a scream. Eric stared down on it. "What the hell is that?" he asked.

In her mermaid/fish form, Tikeze shot water out of her mouth and raised herself upon her arms as guards closed in, pointing their spears at her.

In a wet/gurgling voice, Tikeze looked at Eric and said, "It's me master, I found them!"

"Tikeze?" Eric asked as he studied her. It sounded like Tikeze, but didn't look anything like her.

Tikeze had enough energy to morph her head back to normal. Breathlessly, she said, "I found them, but I am very weak. I can't even change my form."

Aww shit. He was hoping she'd take a lot longer. Like a year or two. He raised his hands and motioned the guards back. "Everyone calm down, I know her." He helped her up to kneel, then scoped her up in his arms. Apologetically, he told the crowd staring at him, "I have to take care of something. Please, go ahead and start without me. I'll be back … soon."

"What is that thing?" Abby asked, both hands over her mouth.

Eirc winced and said, "Abby, meet Tikeze, Tikeze, Abby. Hon, could you help me out here for a bit?"

Going into their house, Abby shut the door chased their two maids into the kitchen. Eric sat Tikeze on the couch and gave her a long kiss. Abby returned just in time to see their lip-lock and Tikeze shift shape into a beautiful, voluptuous dark haired woman, who was missing her left breast.

Eric broke the kiss and sagged down. Tikeze rambled at him.

"Master, I found them! They are such sad creatures, they don't even know what they are! All they know is surviving on fish that come close, and they desperately need you help..."

Eric clapped a hand over her mouth. "I know that," he said. "Why do you think I sent you? You know where they are, right?"

Tikeze nodded.

"Then as soon as we can, we'll go get them," he said firmly. "First, let's get you back together and dressed."

Abby watched them, arms crossed and with a hand over her mouth in thought. So this was Tikeze, she thought. That thing was obvious trouble.

Eric pulled the breast out of his pocket. Tikeze smiled and said, "You can keep it if you want."

"This belongs to you," he said. She didn't move to take it, so he put it back on her chest.

"It's upside down," Tikeze said.

Eric turned it over and tried again.

"A bit to the right." Tikeze coaxed. When he moved it, she said, "Just a bit higher."

"Can't you do this?" Eric asked getting irritated at her.

Tikeze nodded, cast him a blushing grin and said, "I can, but it's more fun when you do it."

Eric frowned at her. "Mind helping here?"

Tikeze did. Her hands over his she guided her breast in place, pushed his hands into it, then wiggled it around as she grinned. Realizing she was teasing again, he let go.

"Put some clothes on," he told her.

Tikeze got up and a deep 'V' necked black dress hugged her form. "How's this?" she asked.

"Much better," Eric agreed.

"How many of these demons are there?" Abby asked in a flat tone.

"There are nine of my sisters," Tikeze said, then pointed and said, "You're Elanza!"

"My name is Abby now," Abby replied, eyeing her. "Just what are you?"

"My Master's servant," Tikeze said, like it should have been obvious.

Abby looked at Eric. Eric coughed and said, "Tikeze is a Succubus, a sex demon. That's how she gets, um, energy to do things. She wasn't able to change back into human form until I kissed her."

"That explains it." Abby said evenly. To Tikeze, she said, "I want one think understood. I am Eric's wife. You are a servant. Is that clear."

Slowly, Tikeze said, "Yes, why do you feel you have to state the obvious?"

"So you know where you stand," Abby told her. To Eric, she said, "We should go back out there."

Eric nodded and went round the couch to take Abby's hand. To Tikeze, he said, "Draw me a map so we'll be able to find your sisters. We'll be back in a while."

"After I do, can I come too?" Tikeze asked.

"Just wait here," Eric told her.

Once they were outside the house, Abby said, "She really is a horrible tease, isn't she?"

"Yeah, she is."


End file.
